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Thanks for reading my first story on here. | hope you enjoyed it! | actually got some cursing in 
here. That's not typical for me :) Let me know what you think, | would appreciate your feedback. 
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Have an awesome day and lots of love! 


Rita 


Sometimes, Nikki gets migraines. Sometimes, he can't leave his hotel room or bunk. That's when they're really 
bad. The worst place to get one of these migraines is his bunk. Because that's not stable land, no sir. The room 
is already spinning enough. It doesn't need to be going down a highway at 10 mph. 


Luckily, this time Nikki's getting a migraine, he's waking up in a hotel room. He can tell it's going to be a bad 
day the moment he opens his eyes. The room is dim, but its just too bright to him and he squeezes his eyes 
shut almost immediately. He has no idea why he gets these migraines, but he wishes he knew. Maybe the 
music's too loud. That would cause some definite problems. Maybe he spent too long sitting in the dark. 


Or maybe.. It's all the caffeine he consumes on a daily basis! He really hopes none of these are the cause of 
his migraines. All he can really do is lie there thinking. If he gets up, his ass is landing on the floor, and he's in 


for even more pain. Then the migraine would be an even bigger pain in the ass than it already is. 


He opens his eyes slightly and looks around for his phone. Maybe he could text somebody. He spots his phone 
on the table by the door and about five feet from his bed. He sighs and closes his eyes again, frowning. 
Wouldn't have mattered. The screen would've been too bright for him, anyway. He sighs, disappointed he can't 


text anyone to bring him medicine. 


Nikki then debates trying to go back to sleep. It would help dismiss the pain and maybe when he wakes up, it'd 
be over. No, that wouldn't work They were supposed to go to a meet-and-greet today. He sighs. He hates 
disappointing people, especially the fans. They mean so much. Driven with the idea that he can't bear the 
thought of any of those kids looking disappointed by his absence, Nikki sits up in bed quickly and tries to swing 


his legs over the edge. 


When he does, though, a blast of pain throbs through his head and he's laying down again, staring at the dark 
walls. He sighs yet again, voicing his feeling of defeat. Sorry, kids. He closes his eyes, feeling comfort in the 
automatic darkness, and decides that he really will try to sleep. 


It doesn't go very well, though, and he's jerked awake just as he starts dozing. "Nikki, what are you still doing 
asleep?" The voice speaking a little louder than necessary belongs to Tommy. Usually, he'd greet Tommy with a 
smile only made for him, but Nikki just groans and puts a hand to his head. 


Tommy bites his lip, though Nikki doesn't see that. "Again?" Tommy asks. Nikki just nods. "Well. Shit” Nikki could 
not have put it any better. Tommy knows that they had the meet-and-greet to go to. You can't just abruptly 
cancel those things. Oh hey sorry, no, can we push this to another day on account of a migraine making me 


it's bitch? Nikki mumbles. Not. Fuckin’. Likely. 


He hears Tommy shuffle away and come back moments later. "Got some Advil and water." Nikki opens one eye 
and sees that Tommy does - in fact - have Advil and a water bottle in his hands. God bless you, Tommy Lee, 


my hero. 


Nikki sits up, wincing as he does, and gratefully takes the pills and water from Tommy's hands. "Thanks," he 
croaks after swallowing the pills down and letting the water bottle drop to the floor. Tommy nods. "No 


problem," he says, speaking in a more hushed tone now. 


Nikki flops back down onto his pillow, groaning and shutting his eyes. He hears tapping on a phone's keypad and 
then Tommy speaking. "Mick. Dude, Nikki's down for the count today. Migraine. | dunno man, this one's pretty 


fuckin’ bad" Silence. "I know but, what use is he at a meet-and-greet if he's wincing at every light and voice?" 


Nikki's eyes shoot open and he sits up, instantly regretting it. Tommy is looking at him, slightly surprised. Nikki 
puts a hand to his head as he tries to form words, "I can go, | can do it." Tommy gives him a look saying, 


‘Don't you fucking lie to me, you black haired asshole: 


He hears Mick's muffled voice from the phone. "No, don't listen to that black haired asshole." Oh, he fucking 
knew it. "How about you and Vince go? Best 2/4 of Mötley Crue go than none at all" Mick seems to agree to 
that, because Nikki sees Tommy smile as he squints at him. 


"Yeah. Exactly. See you guys later." With that, the conversation is over and Tommy shoves his phone into his 
pocket. "T-Bone, | could've gone," Nikki says. He winces at his own voice, as it gets slightly louder from him 


being upset. Tommy frowns slightly, "Bullshit, Nikki.” 


Nikki sighs and lays down, waiting for Tommy to leave, so he can go to sleep. Except, Tommy doesn't leave. 
"What are you still doing here?" He asks. "I'm gonna take care of your crippled ass," Tommy grins. Nikki rolls his 


eyes, "I'm not crippled” 


Outside of the hotel, the clouds move away from the sun, and the light intruding into the room gets brighter. 
Nikki squeezes his eyes shut, muttering, "Fuck." Tommy closes the blinds and pulls the heavy, starchy curtains 


over the window. The room is nearly completely dark now. 


"Thanks." Nikki says as he doesn't keep his eyes shut as hard. "See? See? You need me here to make sure your 
poor, sensitive eyeballs don't fry out of your head,” Tommy taunts. Nikki sighs, "Fine. You can stay." 


Tommy sits down in a chair at the table by the door, "I wasn't exactly asking permission since | was gonna 


stay anyway, but it's cool you're okay with it" If Nikki's eyes weren't closed, he would roll them so hard. 


Nikki stays silent and tries to sleep. Tommy realizes, that there is nothing to do in this hotel room, when the 
only other person in the room is trying to sleep. He grabs absentmindedly at a gardening magazine that's 
placed on the table for people who are staying there to read and uses his phone's dim screen as a light that 
won't upset Nikki. 

About thirty minutes go by with Nikki laying in his bed silently, and Tommy flipping through the magazine, not 
really reading anything. "T-Bone." He looks up from an article on a remedy to keep pests from invading your 


petunias and glances over at Nikki. 


He looks miserable. "Did | wake you up?" Tommy asks, already feeling sorry. "No. | actually haven't been able to 
sleep this whole time," Nikki admits. "Why not?" Tommy asks, getting up from his seat and putting his phone 
into his pocket. 


He kneels down beside Nikki's bed and props his arms up on the edge, his face inches from Nikki's. His eyes are 
closed and his eyebrows are knit together in frustration. "I don't know. | can't sleep." Tommy sighs, "Well that 


doesn't do you much good." 


Nikki opens his eyes, surprised to hear Tommy so close, when he was feet away just a second ago, and is even 
more surprised to see him inches from his face. Even in the dim lighting, Nikki can see Tommy's beautiful 


hazel eyes. They belong to the man, he loves more than everyone else. 


Tommy frowns in thought, as he puffs out his cheeks. "Oh! | have an idea. Scoot over," he says. Nikki gives him 
a confused look and scoots over in the bed. Tommy then crawls up into the bed and snuggles up next to him, 


wrapping his arms around him. ".What are you doing.?" He asks, confused and slightly blushing. 


His head hurts too much for this shit. "Helping you sleep, asshole. Snuggles help for these sort of things," 
Tommy replies, his eyes already closed. He looked kind of sleepy too, Nikki realizes. 


Although Nikki will admit, that the sudden warmth of another person is relaxing - and it being Tommy just 
makes it that much better - he will not admit he goes a darker shade of pink in the face when Tommy 


presses a kiss to his forehead mumbling, "Go to sleep, Nikki.” 


He just sighs and closes his eyes, quickly drifting off to sleep. And even though it was dark, Tommy could still 


see Nikki's cheeks blushing even more, as he cuddled into him. 


The end. 


